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this you know, is out of my power; so farewel
hopes of a second edition till I grow richer f
an epocha, which, I think, will arrive at the pay-
ment of the British national debt.

There is scarcely any thing hurts me so much
in being; disappointed of my second edition, as
not having it in my power to shew my gratitude
to Mr. Ballantyne, by publishing my poem of
The Brigs of Ayr. \ would detest myself as a
wretch, if I thought I were capable, in a very
long life, of forgetting the honest, warn), and
tender delicacy with which he enters into my
interests. I am sometimes pleased with myself
in my grateful sensations; but I believe, on
the whole, 1 have very little merit in it, as my
gratitude is not a virtue, the consequence of re-
flection, but sheerly the instinctive emotion of
a heart too inattentive to allow worldly maxims
and views to settle into selfish habits.

I have been feeling all the various rotations

and movements within, respecting the excise.'
There are many things plead strongly against it;
the uncertainty of getting soon into business,
the consequences of my follies, which may per-
haps make it impracticable for me to stay at
home; and besides, I have for some time been
pining under secret wretchedness, from causes
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